IN THE BAY

would jump in with a punch like some giant Fitz-
simmons. My experience was growing. The sun-
shine died off the porthole ; the breeze was half
a gale already, droning and whining louder and
louder ; and I felt that my breaking-in was to be
thorough enough.

Captain Hosea found time, now and then, to
look at his passenger. We kept up eloquent dis-
course, though I was handicapped. The origin
of species and the riddle of the universe are topics
on which much enlivening debate may occur, and
certainly did then ; but the floor of the debating
society should be made steady and not to lift and
lean and recover with a monstrous jerk as a point
is being approached. " It's fierce/' said he, refer-
ring to the idea of infinite abyss. I could agree
from the smaller one which I myself seemed to be
probing.

Sleep was not easy during these early hours of
my holiday. I spent an awkward night or two
listening to rattlings of all sorts, the battering-rani
shocks of the seas, and the thump of the engines;
watching the sweat on the rivets of my roof roll
like the bubble in a spirit-level, and my towel float
out to an apparent unperpendicular side to side.
In this state of things I easily came to know the
features of my cabin, described on the door-key
as " spare cabin port." Amidships it was, between
the wireless operator's premises and the captain's.
The porthole faced the poop and, more immed-
iately, the ship's squat funnel. Beneath the port-
hole, a padded seat was fixed : and I had on one
length of the room a disused radiator, a chest of
drawers and a washstand with mirror, where,
despite a ventilator above, light rarely seemed to
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